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CHAPTER I. 


NICK’S MYSTHRIOUS SUMMONS. 


“Please call at the Hoffinan House as near seven o’clock this 6y ening 
as possible and see the occupant of room 148,” 


Such was the contents of 
found awaiting him when he 
cold evening in December. 

As waza second nature with the great detective, he 
took in every feature of the message as rapidly as his 
eyes could move. 

He saw at once that the summons did not come through 
the mail. His wife, who could almost read her husband’s 
thoughts, said, without being interrogated : 

“A District Messenger left it about two hours ago.” 

Nick merely ejaculated “Humph!” and turned to the 
message within. 

Mrs. Uarter, who, by standing on her toes and support: 
ing herself on her husband’s stalwart shoulders, could 
read the contents of the note as he read it, exclaimed : 

“Looks like a woman’s writing.” 

“Yes. But as the hand is evidently disguised, I do not 
believe a woman wrote it.” 


a note which Nick Carter 
went home to dinner one 


He looked carefully at the piece of note paper on which | 


the summons was penned, and again at the envelope. 

“What do you make 2 of it, dear?” inquired Mrs. Carter. 

‘In the first place,” replied Nick, 
body who knows something about me, and was 
quainted with the number and location of my house.” 

“How do you make that out?” 

‘‘Well, the information was not obtained through ‘the 
directory, for, as you know, I’ve taken the precaution to 
keep my address out of that record.” 

‘*But it could have been obtained at headquarters ?” 

“Tt wasn’t, though, for two reasons: first, nobody 
about headquarters would furnish the information ; sec- 
ondly, the same reason which keeps the party from call- 
ing on me here in my house would. keep them away from 
police headquarters.” 

‘“‘I see. Maybe somebody at the Hoffman House fur- 
nished the information of the location of your residence?” 

‘“No. Hastings is the only person connected with the 
hotel who knows it, and he has instructions to keep it to 
himself. There is something very queer about_this mes- 
sage. bh) 

“Some thing besides what you’ve mentioned ?” 

Vas.” 

“What?” 

“Neither the envelope nor the sheet of paper bears 
slightest mark to indicate where they originally came 
from. They were certainly not obtained at the hotel.” 

“Flow strange !” 

“And if you will take the trouble to look closer, you’ll 
see that the hand which wrote the note did not address 
the envelope.” 

“That's 
blance.” 

“One is a disguised hand, and the other—this on the en- 
velope—is an imitation of that which indited the mes- 
sage. 

“T see.” 

“And now observe that the hour of the appointment as 
originally written, has been scratched out, and the word. 

‘seven’ inserted instead.” 

“What do you make of it all, Nick ?” 

“T don’t know what to make of it. Ill have to investi- 
gate before I can get at what is behind the note.” 


ac- 


“it was sent by some- , 


the | 


s so, though the two hands bear a strong resem- | 


i aL OUr iM answer the summons, then.’ 

“1 think I shall. Why not ?” 
| ‘Tt may be a trap. One of your numerous enemies——” 

Nick interrupted by a hearty laugh. 

“My enemies may lay all the traps they please, but 
they’ll never catch Nick Carter; at least I don’t think 
they will—not yet awhile, anvhow.” 

“But you must be careful.” 

“Caretulness is one of my peculiar characteristics,” 
smiled the detective. “ However, in this case, I’ll exercise 
extreme precaution. Where’s Chick ?” 

As if in answer to his inquiry, his assistant 
ment entered the room. 

“Ah, Chick! I just asked for you. 

“Good! I’m ready for it.” 

“You know Hastings, of the Hoffman House ?” 

“Like a book.” 

‘“Well, get into a disguise at once, go down there and 
register as somebody from Boston. Then geta epee to 
room 146. if it is vacant.” 

“T can manage that if Hastings is on duty,” 

‘‘He will be at six o’clock.” 

‘““How do you know ?” 

“ Because he went off duty at six last night, while I was 
|there. It is his evening watch this time.” 

“Then I’m all right—that is, I will be if room 146 is 
not already occupied.” 

“Tfat is, you must try te get the party out of it—to va- 
cate it to you before seven o'clock. Then arrange it that 
the party in 148 will believe you’ve gone out and left the 
room unoccupied between seven and eight.” 

“But Dll be there just the same, bearing what goes on 
in 148?” 

“Trying to hear; yes. Iam not certain you’ll succeed, 
}but you can try. I know the two rooms have a connecting 
door between, which is kept locked: If you don’t hear 
what is said in 148 between seven and eight, it will not be 
my f fault.” 

“T’m off. Good thing Patsy is here 
help me.out.” 

Nick didn’t ask how Patsy would serve Chick’s pur- 
pose, and the latter left the room without stopping to ex- 
plain. 

At half-past six o’clock a rather flashily-dressed young 
man registered at the Hoffman House as “J. 8. Fitch, 
Boston, Mass.” At the same time he presented what he 
called a letter of introduction. It was addressed to Mr. 
Hastings, one of the room clerks. 

The latter opened the envelope. and suppressed what- 
ever surprise he may have experienced at the contents. 
This is what he read : 


at that mo. _ 


I’ve work ahead.” 


I'll need him to 


Itis very important that I be 
Can you arrange it?” 


“T am Nick Carter’s assistant ‘Chick.’ 
assigned to room 148, for a few hours at least. 
Hastings held out his hands with: 

“Tam glad to know you, Mr. Fitch Anything I can do 
for my friend Brown for his friend will be a pleasure. 
Will you go to your room now?” 

“Tf you please,” said Chick. 

‘“Wront! show the gentleman to 146.” 

Chick realized that his usual luck had not failed him. 

A few minutes later he was ushered into 146. 

The bell-boy deposited his valise, turned on the electrie 
light, and inquired : 

‘“ Anything more I can do for you, sir 

“No. If I want you again J’ ) ring.’ 

The bell-boy depar ted and ‘Mr. Fitch, of Boston,” be- 
gan to make his toilet with a bustle and noise that ‘must 
have been annoying to the occupant of 148, if one could 
judge by the force of the frowns which flitted over the 
latter’s face. 

Could the party in 148 have seen Mr. Fitch while at his 
work in 146. the frown would have changed toa look of 
‘interest, if not of perplexity. 

Mr. Fitch was hastily removing wig, false beard, some 
pigment, and the suit of clothes he wore. Justas he be- 
,gan to don another suit, which he took from his valise, 
there was a knock on his door. 

“Come in,” he sang out, in a high-pitched voice. 

“Did you ring?” inquired a voice, as the door of bis 
room opened. 

“Not that I know of, sonny.” 


a 


° 
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“Beg pardon, sir. I guess the clerk gave me the wrong | The man wheeled around and faced Niek with a-look of 


-number, then.” 
The occupant of room 148 heard the door close, and in 
_his mind’s eye saw the supposed bell-boy walk away. 


As a matter of fact, the door did close with a bang, but. : : : 
‘tone which was high-pitched, and full of exeitement. 


the counterfeit’ bell-boy was inside 146 when that hap- 
pened. Chick continued his noisy work, singing, whistling 
aud banging things around in turn, but all the while the 
, Silent form of Patsy was being ‘‘done up” in the disguise 
which Chick had taken off a few moments before. 

The work being completed, Chick went to the door, 
turned the bolt and made a mysterious motion to Patsy, 
who was at his side. The latter immediately assumed the 
boisterous role, took up Chick’s undertoned song in voice 
so like that the difference was safe from detection, opened 
-the door, went out, closed the door after him, turned the 


key in the lock, put the key in his pocket, and strode off! 


noisily down the hall toward the elevator. 
He did not fail to notice with satisfaction that the door 
of 148 was just the tiniest bit ajar, as he passed. 


Meanwhile Chick remained locked in 146, and after' 


Patsy left he made no more noise than a theiving mouse. 


was closed between 146 and 148, with his “best ear” close 
to the crack between the door and the floor. In that posi- 
tion he awaited the coming of Nick. 

To his delight he soon found that he was in a_ position 
to listen with success to any conversation which might be 
carried on in a moderate tone of voice in the adjoining 
room ; for he heard the inmate of 148 soliloquize thus : 

“Fool that 
rooms.” : 

The party approached the communicating door and 
tried the knob. 

“Of course it is doubly locked—on each side, 
safe from interruption now, so long as that fellow re- 
mains out of his room. 
Probably he has gone out for a-night of it. 
not be disturbed. That class of men seldom remain in 

-their rooms, except to sleep, and when they are in ‘and 
awake they make their presence known. I wonder if he’l] 
come.” 


CHAPTER II. 
TWO VISITORS TO ROOM 148. 

It was exactly seven o’clock when Nick Carter, in thor- 
ough disguise, entered the Hoffman House from Broad- 
way. 3 

As he approached the desk he noted the fact that Has- 

* tings was, as he had expected, on duty, and therefore 
Nick hadn’t the least. doubt that Chick was at that mo- 
ment stowed away in room 146. 

Before making himself known to his: friend, the clerk, 
Nick began to glance back over the pages of the register. 

His eyes did not follow the names, but were bent upon 
the column in which was recorded the room numbers. 


He had gone back about four pages when the number |. 


“148” appeared, 

Opposite this number was the name, “ Walter S. Batch- 
elor, Kansas City.” 

Just as Nick raised his eyes from the register, and was 
about to address the clerk, the latter called out: 
“Pront! See what the party in 148 wants.” 

The bell-boy turned and began to ascend the stairs in 
the customary deliberate manner of his craft. 

An inspiration came over Nick. 

Why send up an announcement of his arrival? He 
would anticipate the bell-boy, and be sure of admission to 

theroom. He caught an elevator car just starting up, 

and before the bell-boy had reached -the first floor, Nick 
was in front of 148. 

In answer to his knock a rather effeminate voice said : 

“Come in.” 

Nick opened the door and entered. 

The occupant, a man of medium height, slight build, 
and light hair and beard, stood before the mirror at the 

- opposite end of the room with his back toward the door. 


He saw Nick by reflection asthe latter stepped ACLOSS , 


_ the threshold and closed the door. 


I was. I should have engaged both these, 


But T'tas 


Acts like a traveling salesman. | 
If he has, 1711} 


‘o’clock. 


astonishment. 
“JT was right. I am not expected,” was Nick’s mental 


| conclusion. 


“Well, sir!” exclaimed the occupant of room 148, in a 


Before Nick could reply the bell-boy knocked on the 
door. 

Niex opened it slightly, and said : 

“Tell the clerk that Mr. Batchelor will bein to no one 
for the next hour.” ; 

The lad looked astonished, and didn’t move or answer 
till Nick shut the door in his face. 

Then he muttered : ‘ 

‘‘Huh! Mr. Batehelor, indeed. Dat feller’s a crank, 
sure. I told Swipsey dere was somethin’ strange about 
7im,” and he hurried down stairs with his message. 

“Who?” ejaculated the clerk, when the message wes 
delivered. 

The bell-boy merely grinned, and replied : 

“Mr. Batchelor. Dat’s w’at he said.” 

“There 1s something wrong about No. 148, sure,” mut- 


Silently he moved across the room, and without noise| ered the clerk. ‘‘I suspected as much when I learned that 


sank prostrate upon the carpet in front of the door, which | ! I > 
'That explains why he didn’t want to be registered. 


Nick Carter and his assistant were on ‘the fellow’s. trail. 
But 
why in thunder is he using Batchelor’s name. Guess I’d 
better lay low till Nick Carter gets through with him. If 
there’s anything crooked about him he’s as good as 
jugged already.” 

Meanwhile Nick, after closing the door on the bell-boy, 
advanced into the room. 

The two men eyed each other fora few minutes. Then 
Nick spoke : = 

“You are Mr. Batchelor?” 

“No, sir! lam not Mr. Batchelor. You have madea . 
miM@ake in the room,” cami’ the quick, nervous, but de- 
cisive wesponse. 

“This is room 148?” 

“Ves. But my name is not Batchelor.” 

“At least this is the room and the hour of your appoint- 
mént.” 

‘“A ppointment ?” 

“Did you not send me this note?” 

Nick took the mysterious message from its envelope 
and handed it to the man_ before him, never once taking 
his eyes from the latter’s face. 

“The man opened the sheet of paper and read. In- 
stantly the expression on his face changed. When he 
looked at Nick again that expression of the face puzzled 
the detective. 

“So you are the man?” he finally-said. 

Nick answered with a nod of the head. 

“Why did you come two hours ahead of time ?” 

“The note says seven o'clock.” 

The man opened the sheet of paper again and glanced 
carelessly at the contents, while he replied : 

“You have made a mistake. The note says nine o’clock, 
and——” 

He suddenly paused, and his eyes became riveted upon 
the sheet of paper in his hand. 

“The nine has been changed to a geven. What does this 
mean ?” 

“ The note is exactly as it reached me.” 

“Tt was sealed when you got it?” 

Yess: 

“T don’t understand it. I’m positive ‘I wrote nine 
Besides, the word has plainly been erased and 
‘seven’ written instead.” 

‘‘Well, now that Iam here, does it matter whether the 
hour be seven or nine ?” 

Instantly the occupant of room 148 was interested 
anew. He seemed to forget the note with its changed 
date, and laying it on the dresser at his back, he said, 
with the evidence of excitement in his voice: 

“Then you have come to give me news of her ?” 

Nick realized ina flash, without knowing how to ex- 
plain it, that there was a mistake in persons all around. 
He was “‘up against” a mystery which he was most anx- 
ious to penetrate. He jumped to the eonclusion that, 
should his identity be suspected, his mysterious vis a vig 
would “shut up like a clam.” 


ogtar 

4 

Therefore it was to his interest to dissemble as much as |; 
was possible, and avoid betraying himself or his occupa- 
tion. 

“That depends upon circumstances, * he smiled. 

“You mean that you must be paid for the information ? 
Well, if it leads to her discovery and recovery, you shall | 
be paid well.” 

“Dead or alive ?” uguines Nick, with his eyes elued to 
the man’s face. 

Ashe uttered the words the stranger staggered back 
against the dresser, turned deadly pale, put- one hand to 
his heart, and with some effort, gasped. 

“Not dead! No! No! For heaven’s sake, don’t tell me 
that.” 

Nick formed a verdict inno more time than the man 
occupied in speaking these words. 

‘He is not a villain—at least not wholly one,” was 
Nick’s decision. ‘Now, who in thunder is it he wants to | 
find? Daughter, wife, sister, mother, sweetheart, or 
who? I must find out.” 

In answer to the man’s pleading words, he said : 

“T did not say she was dead, did I?” 

“Then why throw out the cruel intimation 2?” 

“T merely wanted to diszover whether her death would 
be a sorrow or a source of joy to you, that’s all.” 

“Then she lives—and is safe?” 

‘Remember, there has been nothing definitely decided 
between us.” 

“Well, make your demands.” 

“You are very sick.” 

Nick was fishing for information. 

Before the answer could be given the door from the hall 
opened without warning, and a woman, closely veiled, 
entered unannounced. 

It was hard to say which of the two men- were gost 
surprised at this unexpected interruption, though Nick’s | 

face showed none of the feeling which possessed him. 

Before either could fairly comprehend what bad taken 
place, the intruder turned the key in the lock and ad- 
vanced into the room. age 

Her bosom was heaving, showing that her respiration | 
was abnormal for some reason—either on account of vio- 
lent exercise or undue excitement. 

She stopped in front of the two men. Neither showed a 
disposition to address a word,to her. They waited for her 
to make some explanation of her abrupt entrance. 

Nick’s first thought was that it might be the person for 
whom the unknown man wanted information. One look 
into the latter’s face, however, dissipated that idea.- The 
expression of the man’s face was plainly one of my stifice: 
tion, certainly not of expectation. 

Whoever it was he wanted to find, it was not one “who, 
if veiled, might be in their presence ‘at that moment. 

The woman spoke first. 

Turning to Nick, she said, without lifting her veil: 

“T see you are on time, Mr. Carter.’ 

“T am always on time,” was Nick’s quick reply, while 
he was mentally trying to figure out her identity. 

“That is more than I can say this time. I expected to 
meet you here the moment you entered the room, but my 
carriage got detained at Union Square. -I hope you two 
gentlemen have not met oe a misunderstanding in the 

.meantime ?” 

“ What does all this mean?” inquired the occupant of 
the room. é 

z: The lady has an advantage over me in knowing my 
name,” said Nick. Then he added, with a slight bow: 
$ Also of seeing my face.” 

‘‘T am no stranger to you, Mr. Carter, though this gen- 
tleman and I meet, presumably, for the first time. Yet I 
think before I leave Iean convince you both that he and 
I have also met before.” 

‘“‘You certainly know me by name,” replied Nick. 

“And by reputation. You did me a service once—l 
may say twice—which I shall never forget. Do you re- 
member me, Mr. Carter ?” 4 

She threw aside her veil. 

Nick recognized her at first glance. He was on the, 
point of calling out her name, when BaHicU ne stayed oe 
words. s 


He Saw that when Bee veil was Eeuey, aside the : 
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‘tween you and the door. 
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woman’s gaze was fixed upon the face of the other man. 
It remained glued to those features, and though she hai, 
addressed Nick, not for one moment did her eyes, turn' 


away from the ‘face of the man leaning against the — —~ 


' dresser. 


The latter returned her stare without the least show of — 
astonishment, or recognition. 

“She hasn’t changed a particle Since | saw her, more 
than two years ago,” said Nick to himself. “If that men,;- 
as she hinted, ever knew her, he must know her now? 
he does, he is a good dissembler.” 


“You know me, Mr. Carter?” said she, ete moving: 5 


her eyes from the face of the man before her. f 

“You have not changed, Miss. Loomis, in two years and 
more, and my memory is good.’ 

“You saw me last in Paris.” 

<3 Yes. ” 


ifs sae 


“When you trapped one Burton Quintard and his con- — 


federate, Malville Fenton.” 
She was gazing steadily at the stranger as she spoke. 
Nick’s eyes, too, were directed at the latter, and as she 


spoke the names of Quintard and Fenton, he saw the 4 


mysterious man start, and grow pale. 

Instantly Nick’s interest in the situation inere eaned: 
three fold. 

“‘T had the honor to bring that noted couple to the end — 
of their rope—to the guillotine, indeed.” 


~ 


“That is where you are mistaken,” was her impassive x 


reply, as she kept her eyes fixed upon the face of the 

stranger. 
‘“Mistaken ? 

rupted : 
“Two insignificant, 


Surely——” began Nick. But she inter- 


almost unknown, prisoners were 


beheaded under the names of Quintard and Fenton.” = 
But Quintard and 


, “You astonish me, Miss Loomis. 
Fenton? What became of them ?” 

“They escaped.” 

‘Escaped 2” : 

“ Bribed their jailers with, money ¢ 
their retreats on the outskirts of. Paris. 
scandal which must follow, the escape was hushed up by 
the prison authorities and substitutes, also condemned 
went to the block in their names.’ 

“What became of them?” 

“T have lost track of Quintard. 


concealed in one of 


Maybe this see 5 


'ean tell you where to find h7m.” 


Z s 


“How should I know ?” 

The words were meant to be spoken bravely and in- 
differently, but the voice plainly trembled. 

‘How should you know ? Surely, after all your years. 
of copartnership in crime you and he have not separated ? — 
It is not possible, Malville Fenton.” : 


CHAPTER rr. 
WHY MEDEA FLED. 

If Miss Loomis expected to see the occupant of room — 
148 overcome by her dramatic climax, she was doomed to 
disappointment. Nick noted the fact that no look of fear, 
confusion, or terror came into the stranger’s face as the 
lady uttered her intended “crusher.” 

He stood for a few moments, looking first at the 
woman, then at Nick. 


Finally, he made a motion to a couple of chairs, and 


said : 
“Tf you two favored guests will kindly be seated, may- 


be we, all together, can untangle this mystery before it 
gets any deeper.” 

‘“‘T have no objection to sitting, even in your presence, 
Mr. Fenton, provided Mr. Carter is near my side, and be- 


do not escape the fate that awaits you.’ 

“Much obliged to Mr. Carter for his kind offices, Tan 
sure you. I have not the pleasure of knowing him so well 
as you do, but I’ve no doubt I shall find him a vory: 
charming gentleman.” 

“Surprising that you have forgotten him so soon, after 
your former intimate acquaintance. Maybe you do n 
know me, either ?” 

“IT never had the pleasure of meeting you personal 
Miss Loomis, if yous are Miss Leoni, 2 but I have hear 


This time he will See that you. : 


To aveid the-— 


at 
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face with you.” ; 
 “Heigas cool and unconcerned a villain as ever, mr. 
Carter,” said Miss Loomis, turning at last to Nick. 
“Thanks, awfully,” mocked the subject of her remark, 
bowing low. 
“TT think you have been deceived in the first place, Miss 
Loomis, and are mistaken in the second place,” slowly 
spoke Nick at last. 
‘**Please explain ?” 
“Then I believe you have been deceived by being told 


f that Fenton and Quintard escaped from the authorities in 
oer Paris two years ago. Be that as it may, however, I know 
-: ~~ ~-you are mistaken in your belief that this is Malville Fen- 


ton.” 

“Now, my thanks are due to you, Mr. Carter, whoever 
you may be. I know not what your calling is, but your 
perceptions are clearly not at fault.” 

“T am a detective,” said Nick, at the same time closely 
watching for the effect of the announcement. 

‘“Not Nick Carter, the famous detective ?” 

“Tf you will have it so, yes!” 

The man’s face lighted up with a look of satisfaction, 
which was plainly not counterfeited. 

Ve Miss Loomis noticed it, and she was clearly puzzled 
a thereby. 


og “Then,” said the man she had denounced as Fenton, 

Bes : speaking to Nick, “you are the very man I want to see. 
= fF You may help me find my wife. But first tell me—did 

i you answer my advertisement? Are you X. X. Y., other- 
i. wise C. J. Darke?” 

14 Before Nick could answer, Miss Loomis interrupted : 

Bees “JT am ‘xX. X. Y.,’ alias ‘C. J. Drake.’ It was I who 

: answered your advertisement for information of your lost 


aa a wife.” 
| “But he brought my note back to me.” 
‘“‘T changed the hour from nine to seven, enclosed it in 
another envelope, and sent it to him by messenger as an 
original appointment?” ¢ 
“Why, may I inquire?” 
“Tn order that Imight meet you face to face in his 
presence and accuse you.” 
“Of what 2” 
“Of being Malville Fenton in disguise?” 
A slight smile for.an instant swept over his face. 
“You believed that I was he?” 
“Yes in disguise. Iam not sure yet that you are not.” 
“Tf you will tell me what led you to the conclusion that 
I was Malville Fenton in disguise, I may wholly disabuse 
your mind of that hallucination.” 
‘Hirst answer one question.” 
“Twenty if you like.” 
“One will do. Did you not marry Medea St. Cyr? Are 
you not known as Clarence Forest ?” 
“That is two questions,” he said, with a smile; ‘but 
one answer will do for both. Yes. I did marry Medea St. 
5 Cyr, Iam Clarence Forest.” 
. = ~“<‘Then Pll answer your question with this letter. 
> “was written by your wife on the day she disappeared.” 
r He was terribly interested. Almost snatching the let- 
ter from her hands, he read it. With the last word pic- 
= tured on his brain, he let the letter fall to the floor, and 
dropping his face into his hands, he relieved the suffering 
of his soul with a deep groan. 
Miss Loomis pieked the piece of paper from the floor, 
and quietly passed it to Nick. He read: 
_ «Dgar Frrenp :—All my dream of happiness is at an end. My life 
ends with this day. I have just discovered that the man I have 
married is my brother. 


France. 1 E ; 
face to face with Fenton. But it shall be for the last time. There is 


only one refuge for me where his persecution cannot follow ; the 
cloister. There are thousands of these safe retreats for hunted souls. 
One will serve my purpose. Do not try to find me, From this day I 
am dead to the world. Good-by, and Heaven bless you for your kind- 
ness to me in the past. Mrpza.” 


Nick read the letter, and then folding it carefully, he 


handed it to Miss Loomis. 
y There was dead silence in the room for several moments 
‘thereafter. Nick sat during this time with his eyes di- 


a 


It 


Sra 


ga 


my poor wife speak of you 30. often that you seem no. rected upon the form of Clarence Forest. 
stranger, now that I have the pleasure of being face to! 


-/ Thev actually escaped, and were never heard of again.” 


Fenton and Quintard were not executed in 
They bribed their jailers and escaped. Once more I’ve been | 


LIBRARY. 
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He did not re- 
move his gaze until the latter raised his face from his 
hands and disclosed a countenance on which was plainly 
depicted great mental suffering. 

Presently he arose and took a turn across the room, 

When he stopped before Nick and the thoroughly -puz- 
zled Miss Loomis, he seemed to have his mind made up 
on some course which he had marked out to pursue. 


““T see clearly through the whole case, I believe, and 
after I have related my story to you both, you will see 
your way more clearly, too, and may be able to, in part, 
help me escape from the punishment of my past folly,” 
was what he said. 


‘One moment,” interrupted Nick. “I want first to be 
satisfied on one point. Miss Loomis deelared a ttle while 
ago that Fenton and Quintard had escaped from their 
Parisian prison; also that you were Fenton in diguise. I 
suppose you are now convinced with me, Miss Loomis, 
that you were mistaken in your last surmise?” 

Le rf Yes. In that much Iam at fault, though I can’t tell 
ow.” 

‘In this much? Then why not in the rest? Why not 
be mistaken about the escape of those two men?” 

“No. There, at least, Iam not mistaken. When I re- 
ceived that letter six months ago, I went to France and 
quietly investigated the fate of Quintard and Fenton, 


‘“You may have been deceived.” oe 

Miss Loomis opened her lips to reply, but Forest fore- 
stalled her. 

“The lady is not mistaken. Those men are even now at 
liberty. At least Fenton is.” 

Nick’s ayes were burning into Forest’s face, trying to 
_pead the meaning of his words. The latter did not want 
| to be asked to explain further. 

“‘T have seen and conversed with Fenton since his es- 
cape.” 

“Where ?” 

“In England.” 

, When ?” 

* About one month after the escape.” 

* Sure it was he?” 

“ Positive it was.” 

‘You had known him?’ 

“By sight, well.” 

‘*How did you first meet him?” 

‘‘T had lodgings with his mother.” 

“When?” 

“Years ago—when Medea was sixteen years old.” 

“And so——” 

“Wait; Iam going to tell you a strange story—intrust 
you two with the secret of my life. But, first, to assure 
| you and this lady that Iam what I pretend, let me briefly 
relate that which connected you both with Fenton and 
Quintard.” 

He sank into his seat again, and after a few moments 
spent in thought, said : 

‘‘These two men are the same who robbed your father, 
Miss Loomis, of a million dollars some three years ago by 
forging check No. 777 on the National Midland Bank of: 
New York for that amount. : 

“They are the same couple who, a year later, in Paris 
|kidnaped you and this gentleman’s wife, were finally 
run down and captured by Nick Carter and his assistant, 
;and, as the world believed, were beheaded for their many 
crimes, but in reality escaped, and the fact of the escape 
| was suppressed.” 

“You seem to be well informed on the life history of the 
two men,” dryly remarked Nick. 

“ Why not, since I had the story from Fenton himself.” 

‘“Hrom Fenton himself? Seems to me you and this es- 
caped convict have been mighty confidential.” 

“Tt does seem so. You’ll understand it better pres- 
ently.” 

‘‘One moment, please,” said Miss Loomis, interrupting. 
“Your wife, Medea, has made a great mistake, then— 
same as I did?” 

‘Tn what?” 

‘In believing you were Fenton in disguise.” 

“Oh, no! She knew I was not he.” 
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‘But she fled, believing she had: married her own 
brother ?” 


Se Viegs: 

“Yes? But I don’t understand.” 

“Tt couldn’t be plainer. She believed I was her 
brother.” 

“Oh! But how did she make such a mistake.” 


i 


‘‘She made no mistake. 
proofs.” 

“Shown the proofs—of what? an Heaven’s name, of 
what?” 

‘‘Of my fraternal relationship to her.” 

““‘Who showed her such proofs?” 

“Malville Fenton.” 


She was evidently shown the 


CHAPTER IV. 
TROUBLE IN ROOM NO. 146. 


As soon as Nick and Miss Loomis had time to recover , 
somewhat from the surprise which Forest’s last- words 
gave them, Nick spoke: 

“Well, suppose we now have that story you promised | 
us, Mr. Forest.” 

“ It is soon told. Listen: | 

“T am the reputed son of the mother who bore Medea' 
St. Cyr, and consequently her half-brother by blood rela- | 
tionship. 

“About twenty-two years ago, Wilftam Forest, a 
wealthy mine owner of the west of England, n.et and 
married a young widow, who had a son five years old. 

“A year later a daughter was born to them. The little | 
girl lived in their love till she was six years old. Then 
she was kidnaped. In spite of the most thorough search | 
which the London police and detectives could make, no 
trace of the little heiress could be discovered, and all but 
the father finally gave her up as dead. 

“Mr. Forest, some years later, died, firm in the faith 
that his child lived and might some day be found. 

“ His will accordingly left his entire estate to his widow | 
and her heirs, provided the missing daughter should) 
never be found. But in the event of the latter at any time | 
being restored to her friends, she and her heirs should: 


- “inherit all his vast estates, save a cer tain annuity suffi- 
“2. giént $0 maintain his widow in comfort so long as. sh 6. 
““ghould livex_. 
“ “Tt as- needless for me to say. that I was that widow’s 
son and her heir. 


When she died, I came into possession 
of the great Forest wealth. 

‘‘While on a visit to Paris five years ago I met Malville 
Fenton. He seemed to take a,great interest in me, and, at 
his request, I assunzéd- another name, and went to his 
mother’s house, where I took lodgings. 

“One year and a halfago I discovered the secret of his 
sudden interest in nvyy Companionship. 

“One object was to throw me into daily contact with. 
his sister, with the design of having us fall in love.” 

“And did he succeed e inquired Nick. 

“In part. We beeame quite fond of each ouhers 
But all at once the young girl, Medea, grew re- 
served, and when I reproved her for her change of spirit 
she told me I had better go away. Then I declared my 
love, but she said she would sever leave her mother | 
while the old lady lived. 

“T returned to England, and in time tried to make my- 
self believe I had escaped from the foolishness of a mar- 

riage beneath my station. 

““T now come to that part of the story which will inter- 
est you most. 

“About a year and a half ago I had a visit from Fen- 


ton. 
“At first I didn’t recognize him, but he soon convinced 


me of his identity. 
“He first told me of his crimes and adventures during 
the previous two years. In this he had an object. It was 


to convince me that he was a desperate man, and would, was dark as a dungeon. 


hesitate at nothing to carry ont his plans or ruin my life! 
if I refused to accede to them.’ 

Forest paused in his narrative, ag if to note the effect of 
what he had said upon his auditors. Getting no response 


from either. he proceeded : 
“Tt took him a very short time to convince me that the 


‘little less than death itself, for I had often so expressed 


girl known as Medea St. Cyr, his sister, was the long lost 
daughter of William Forest, and, consequently, heiress — 
to all the property then in my possession. : 
“In a word, I would bea beggar should she be restored 
to her heritage. 
‘‘He ‘knew that I looked upon poverty as a calamity — 


myself to him. 

“Therefore he had a desperate preposition to place be=_ 
fore me. 

“‘T should seek out Medea, who had gone to America 
with her friends, renew my old suit and marry her, thus 

saving the fortune or securing it, especially should there 
be issue of the marriage. 

‘‘T assented to his plot willingly, gladly, for several 
reasons. First, I would haye.done much to keep posses-— 
sion of the Forest estates. 

“Secondly, my old love for Medea flared up, anda 
‘knowledge of her birthright and gentle blood swept away. 
the excuse I had made to myer for panto her. he=:. 
fore. oe: 

‘‘And, thirdly, I knew what Penton dia not knows 
namely, that I was only the step-son of Mrs. Forest, and — 
consequently no blood relation to Medea Forest. 

‘My step-mother never revealed the fact that I was not 
her own child to Mr. Forest. And when he died she 
saw a chance to bring the boy she had learned to: hove 
as her own flesh. and blood into possession of the: vast 
Forest estate. 

“On her death-bed, however, she Pevedicd: the secret of 
_my birth to me, but to me only. Until this hour no other — 
has shared the know ledge with me.’ - 

‘“And what was Fenton to make out of the plot?” in- 
quired Nick. 

“One hundred thousand dollars at the expiration of one ee cs 
year after our marriage. ‘Two-hundred thousand if in 
that time there should be born to us a child.” a, (ae 

“Is the year up?” ee 

“Tt will expire to-morrow night at seven o’clock.” 

“Do you think he will claim his price?” 

abd & hope so.’ 

There was a sudden mysterious gleam to Forest’s ey es 
as he said “I hope so.’ 

“He may not know where you are.’ 

“Do not entertain such a bit of foolish thought fora | 
moment. It is safe to say that Malville Fenton has never ~ 
lost track of m2 for a single day during the year anda 
half which has elapsed since we met and made our bar- 


gain.” oe 


Here Forest gave a quick sweeping look around the 
room, as if expecting to see somebody besides Nick and 
Miss Loomis. 

“T should not be surprised if he were within hearing 
now. I tell you Malville Fenton is a human devil, and ates 
you, Nick Carter, are the only living man whe ever get . 
the best of him.” % 

Before any one could utter another word an hnox pected 
diversion occurred. 

A terrific commotion was heard in the adjoining room. = 

To Nick’s trained ear the sounds were the result of a =— ts 
desperate str uggle between two men who were clinched y R 
in a deadly embrace and tumbling around among the 
furniture in the dark. a 

He realized in a flash that Chick was in there, and 
therefore Chick must be in trouble. 

With a decision so characteristic of Nick, he was on his 
feet in an instant, and making his way out into the hall. 
He had just time to see a form dart around the nearest 
turn in the corridor. ~ 

Nick followed the flying man, but when he reached the 
turn, his game was out of sight. 4 

The fugitive had disappeared as if by magic. 

Then Nick hastened back to No. 146. 

The door of the room was slightly ajar, but the interior 


Nick pushed his way in. Before he advanced twenty 
feet, he stumbled over a human body. 

A moment later he had found the electric lamp and 
turned the key. si 

The sight which met his gaze as the light flashed out 
gave his heart a chill. 
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‘The form of Chick lay there, face downward, in the 


middle of the floor. Blvod was flowing from 
wound in the back of the head.’ 


Before he could reach the side of his prostrate assistant, : 


Forest, who had followed Nick, 


and turned the body over on its back. 


As the light fell upon the ghastly face, Forest started | 


back, and exclaimed : 
“My God! The man is dead.” . 


CHAPTER -V. 
MYSTERIOUS WARREN CLYDE. 


Nick looked down into the pale, upturned face of Chick 


- with some misgivings at heart. 
Then he asked Forest to bring him some water. 


into the latter’s face, as he asked : 
““Who can he be?” ; 
“You thought you would find Fenton, did you not?” 
<5 confess [ did.” 
“Well, your man escaped.” 
2a yY OU Mean——” 
-“T mean the other man was Fenton.” 
*“Then who is this?” 
“This is my assistant.” 
“You knew he was in here?” 
“Yes. I sent him here in advance.” 
6e Why gu 
“Asa matter of precaution. 


“~-should run up against in 148.” 


“But the room was occupied. [ heard the man come in, 
and saw him lock the door and leave.” 

Nick smiled. : 

“The noisy man was Chick himself. The man who 
locked the door and went down stairs was an assistant.” 


“But how did the other one—the man who escaped—. 


Fenton, if it was he, get in?” 

“Ah! That’s where you have me. 
now,” = 

A minute later Chick opened his eyes, and it was not 
long until he had recovered complete conscicusness with- 
out first uttering the “Where am I?” interrogatory 
usual to such cases. : 

He merely pulled himself together, looked first at Nick, 
then at the other two occupants of the room, placed his 

~ hand on his wounded head, winced at the pain, and 

sprang to his feet. 

“Did he escape?” were his first words, addressed to 
Nick. 

“For the time being, yes. How did he get in here?” 


But we’ll soon know 


“Picked the lock with a skeleton key. I had all tle.ad- | 


vantage in the tussle, and would have made short work 
of the job*had not my head come in unexpected contact 
with the edge of that table.” 

‘**T suppose you know who it was you embraced.” 

“We didn’t have time to exchange cards, or turn on 
the electric light, but I could venture a close guess.” 

“Tt was not the first time you two measured strength.” 

*No; but that time in Paris I didn’t hit my head 
against a table. Never mind. The third time charms. I 
will yet have the pleasure of hugging Malville Fenton to 
my heart. There will be no failure next time.” 


A few minutes were spent in patching up Chick’s 


wounded head. 

Then Nick turned to Forest and said: 

“Let us resume the case at the point where it was inter- 
rupted. Unless Iam much mistaken, you do not desire to 

- fulfill your contract with Fenton.” , 

“You have made the right deduction. He has forfeited 
what little right, if any he ever had, to hold me to that 
agreement.” 

“You mean that you believe he caused vour wife to 
leave you 2” 

“Yes. But how do you so easily read 
“Carter?” 

“Tt is not reading your mind. Iam merely coming toa 
logical conclusion, as you did.” 

“Which is?” 


my mind, Mr. 


an ugly tionship she held to you other than as 


When he returned with the water, Nick had Chick’s. ) 
head resting on his knee, and Forest looked searchingly her to me, is a forgery?” 


I did not know what I 


“That Fenton revealed to your wife the supposed rela- 
a wife.” 

“True !” 

. V 


Vas he in possession of proofs which were convincing 


02 and was standing at on their face?” 
Chick’s side when the light was turned on, stooped down, 


out and attested before a notary.” : 
“We must find Medea, and remove the horror . which 
this man has placed upon her soul,” said Miss Loomis. - 

| “Well spoken, madame,” groaned Forest, “but how is 
it to be done?” 
| “We inust first find Fenton,” interjected Nick. 

“Find Fenton? Why ?” inquired the lady. 

‘*He knows where she is,” 
| “In what convent she is conccaled ?” 
| “She istin no convent, I fear,” said Nick, shaking his 
head. 

“Then you believe this letter, purporting to be from 


“No, madame. I have no doubt she wrote that letter in 
,good faith. But Iam equally convinced she never got to 
_the doors of a convent.”® 
“Surely Fenton would not murder her ?” 

“Ob, no. Heis not that kind of a reckless murderer. 
; Mrs. Forest was too valuable to his interests for him to 
take her life at present.” 

“You are speaking in riddles now,” said Miss Loomis, 
_rather testily. 
| _ “Well, I think I have solved a riddle which even Mr. 
Forest has not yet guessed,” was. Nick’s tantalizing reply. 

“I confess I do not exactly catch your drift. Though I 
firmly believe Fenton has my wife in hiding—probably a 
prisoner—I have not been able to make up my mind what 
it was which made him change his mind and plans.” 

“T thought you were slightly at sea. MaybeI can put 
you on the right course. Did it ever occur to you that 
Fenton had plenty of time on his hands, sitiee you and he 
made your bargain a year and a half ago?” 

“Whatdo you mean?” exclaimed Forest, as 
bore hard upon Nick’s face. a 2 

The detective smiled, for he saw that the truth wag 
gradually dawning upon Forest. : 

“ Fenton’s curiosity in your early life may have been so 
great that while waiting for the first year of your mar- 
riage to pass, he probably went to the home of your child- 
hood and discovered, by investigation, that you. and 
Medea were no blood relation,” 

“T never thought of that.” 

“Having made such a discovery, the foundation of 
his plot was found to be unsafe.” 

“Still, so long as he thought I was in ignorance of the 


his eyes 


-turth, he had nothing to fear.” 


“ But he did not continue to think so.” 

GO-on 

“Once he discovered your true parentage, he began to 
shadow you and your wife.” 

‘“Watched us in secret?” 

“That’s it. Neither of you suspected his presence, but 
your daily life was under his observance, without doubt. 
It. didn’t take his analytical eye and mind long to dis- 
cover, by your apparent freedom from the burden ofa 
dreadful secret, such as would have been the knowledge 
that your wife was your sister, to convinece him that 
you were not ignorant of the secret of your parentage.” 

“T begin to see.” 

“His plot was in danger of failing. He feared you 
would denounce and betray him to her when he should 
eall upon you to fulfill your part of the plot.” ; 

“He need have had no such fears.” 

“But he didn’t know your mind onthat point. Besides 
a better, though maybe not a safer plan, suggested itself 
to him. ; 

‘What was it?” 

“The plan which he has carz¥ied out, or is trying to 
carry out.” \ 

“Which is?” 

“To get possession of the heir to the Forest estate be- 
yond cavil, and. thereby not only insure his own safety, 
but secure as a ransom a much larger sum of money.” 

“You mean my wife?” 

Nick looked at Forest with an expression which plainly 


“Yes; he had his mother’s dying confession written ae 


i NICK C. 
puzzled and nettled the latter. He kept his queer look 
bent upon Forest for the space of nearly one minute. 
Then he sprung his surprise. 

“No, sir, not your wife, out your child and your wife’s 
child.” 

Forest sprang to his feet as if propelled from a trap. 

When at last he found his voice and power to use it, he 
exclaimed : : 


‘‘What an ass I have been not to have thought of that.” | 


“ How long has your. wife been missing ?” 

“ A little over five months.” 

“Have you knowledge which would prove my deduc- 
tions correct—upon which they could be founded ?” 

‘‘Yes. Medea’s child, if both are living, should be two 
months old.” 

‘Then we must find the child—also the mother, if she 
be alive.” 

“You don’t mean to say——” 

“Tf mean to say that Fenton and his allies would take 
much better care of the life of your child than of your 
wife. The one is worth thousands, if not millions of dol- 
lars, to him. 
burden to his plans.” 

‘This is terrible !” 
down the room wringing his hands. 


Nick remained silent and in deep thought for a while! 


before ne spoke again. : 

“The child’s life is safe in their hands, never fear. 
am not so sure about the safety of your wife. Ido not 
want to needlessly excite you, Mr. Forest, but it is neces- 
sary you should know how important it is for your cause 

that nothing should be concealed from me that-might aid 

me in the work on hand.’ 

“T have nothing to conceal, Mr. Carter.” 

“Then tell me how it came about that you sent the note 


to Miss Loomis, which she changed slightly, and sent to| 


me.” 

‘““Willingly, if Miss Loomis does not object.” 

“Certainly not,” svid that lady. 

“ After my wife disappeared, leaving me a note merely 
saving, ‘I know all. Good-by forever,’ I became a wan- 
derer over the earta. 

~My one object was to find her, and remove the horror | 
from her life by confessing the truth, 

“Week after week I inserted this advertisement in the 


various prominent newspapers of America and EHKurope.” | 
He took from a pocket-book a small newspaper clipping | 
an 


and handed to Nick, who read : 

‘“‘Mepra :—There has been a terrible mistake made. 
all. Return and be convinced. 

“TI got no reply,” continued Forest, ‘‘until three days 
ago, when I saw this in the Herald.” 

Then he gave Nick a second ciipping, on which were 
these words: 

“Tf C. F. will send his address to C. J. Drake, Box — General Post- 
office, and name an hour and a place of meeting, he will hear some- 
thing of interest concerning his lost wife. DG, Cooly ay 

“Then you mailed to C. J. Drake, General Post-office, 
that note lying on the dresser in the other room?” con- 
tinued Nick. 

a Yes.” 

The detective turned his eyes inquiringly upon Miss 
Loomis. 

“‘T changed the hour and sent it to you in another envel- 
ope by a District Messenger boy, for the reason I have 
already given,” she said, in replv to the look of inquiry. 

“Your advertisements were being read by at least one 
other,” remarked Nick, “and as he, too, came to the con- 
ference, we have had an exciting time. Now to go to 
work and find Medea and Fenton.” 

“But how will you begin?” put in Chick. 

Nick’s forehead was instantly corrugated with wrinkles 
of thought. 

“Tam not prepared to say, just now. Fenton was hid- 
den in this hotel half an hour ago. By this time he has 
escaped. We must look for him elsewhere.” 

“Nick, do you think Quintard is with him again in this 
work 2” suddennly inquired Chick. 

‘Tt would not surprise me one particle to learn that he 
is. Such old partners in crime seldom separate as long 
as they have life and liberty.” 
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The other will, in,time, become rather aj; 


groaned Forest, walking up and | 


I 
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‘““T am almost convinced th 
said Miss Loomis. 

* What makes y 
iously to the lady. 

To his surprise a deep flush suffused her face, and 
| with a touch of confusion, she said : “pe 

“Mr. Carter, you have been calling me Miss Loomis. 
'I did not correct you, but I am no longer entitled to that 
name.” ; 

‘*Married ?” 

“Yes. I have been Mrs. Warren (lyde for several 
months.” 

“Permit me to congratulate you, Mrs. Clyde. You are 
now more grateful to Providence that ever, I presume, 
that you never became Mrs. Burton Quintard.” 

“Oh, don’t mention that mad fancy. It gives me a 
chill of horror to think of it.” 

Then with a sudden exhibition denoting a change of 
thought, she exclaimed : 

“That reminds me of what I was going to tell you. 
Mr. Clyde insists that he saw Quintard on Broadway last 
week.” : 

“He knows Quintard ?” 

‘He did know him in Paris some years ago when the 
fellow was Lemartaine the artist—knew him intimately.” 
| “If he recognized his man, why did he not turn him 
lover to the police 2” . 

“It is the one strange and unaccountable point in 
Mr. Clyde’s character that he has never allowed himself : 
ito believe his former acquaintance, Lemartaine, as he 
/knew him, is a bad man at heart. Even when I told him 
‘all that the man had done to me and mine, he still in- 

i sisted that the other one—Fenton—was the criminal, aud 
| Lemartaine was only the tool.” : 

“You should have informed the police of Mr. Clyde’s_ 
discovery.” : 

“T had two reasons for not doing so: one was that I 
wanted first to capture Medea’s reputed brother, and the 
i otherewas that I did not care, so soon after my marriage, 
| to show opposition to my husband’s will.” 
| “You suggested giving the information to the officials — 


AT 


a 


at Quintard is in New York,” | 


i 
' 


ou think so?” asked Nick, turning curi- 


rf 


‘of the law 2” 


66 Yes,” 

“And he opposed it ?” 

“Violently.” 

“Have you talked with him much since then about- 
Quintard or Lemartaine ?” 

“He talks about little else. The man seems to fill his _ 
thoughts by day and night ever since he saw, or imagined 
he saw, Quintard, a week ago.” 

“Tmagines he saw Quintard ? 
did see him ?” 

‘IT did doubt it. But Mr. Clyde’s knowledge of the 
man is so clear, I find, that I have come to the conclusion. 
lhe saw what he claims to have seen,” 

“So he has talked a great deal to you about this man 
since that day?” mused Nick, as if communing with him- 
self. : 

“Almost ineessantly.” 

“What is the tenor of his talk 

“That this man has been led into crime by a master, or 
controlling spirit, and that if he could free himself from 
the influence of his evil genius, his reformation and 
further usefulness in life would be assured.” 

“Your husband seems to be a bit of a philosopher, and 
considerable of a humanitarian, Mrs. Clyde.” 

“T should rather say he is a monomaniac on that sub- 
ject.” 

“T should like to meet. Mr. Clyde.” 

The lady showed a bit of excitement at these words. 

“Not to question him about Quintard?” she said, nerv- 
ously. 

“Why not?” 

*‘No, no! I would know I told you.” 

‘*And that you do not want to happen ?” 

| “Certainly not. I have gone too far in my zeal for 
Medea’s rescue, Still, I think I can trust Nick Carter.” 
' Nick bowed in acknowledgment of her compliment, and 

renlied : i 

“To the extent of 
Clyde.” 


1 
| 


Then you doubt that he 


your happiness and welfare. Mrs. 
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‘Thanks. He knew I could.” 

‘‘But I must meet your husband.” 

‘‘Not as a detective ?” 

‘He need not know my business.” 

‘‘But he wouldif he heard vour name. I have talked 
much to him about Nick Carter, and he doesn’t hold you 

in the highest regard.” : 
“Why? He doesn’t know me?” : 5 
“No, but he detests a detective.” 
ee W hy ge 
- “TF don't know. 
craft, L believe.” 

‘hen you’d prefer not to present me to Mr. Clyde?” 

“Decidedly, I would.” 

“Excuse me; but you love him dearly ?” 

“Then Dll respect your feelings, Mrs. Clyde. But I 
may want to see you again. Where can I find you?” 

“Weare stopping at the Broadway Central, tempo- 
rarily.” 

“Then I may want to see you soon. If you get by mes-. 
genger a presumptive memoranda of a purchase you may 
understand it asa message from me. The meeting place 
will be the parlor of the Gilsey House, and the time will | 

be indicated by the figures on the bill.” 5 

‘How will I interpret them ?” 

“By reading hours for dollars and minutes for cents. ' 
For instance, if the bill is for $2.45 that will mean you 
are to meet me at the Gilsey House at a quarter of 


He questions the motives of the entire 


three.” 
| guess. 


.“T understand.” 


~ * And will come?” 


“When sent for. If my husband is present—and he sel- 
dom is outside of tte hotel—I will dispute the bill and tell 
the boy I will call and pay it in person. That will give 
me an excuse to come up town.” 

“Very clever, I’m sure. We will not detain you 
longer, Mrs. Clyde. Your carriage is waiting?” 

“No, I dismissed it.” 

“Then Chick will call another.” 

“No, I will go-back on a cable car. 

“Safer?” 

“Quintard may be on my track, too. 
not forgotten Emily Loomis.” 

Mrs. Clyde looked at her watch. 

“Merey! It is nearly eight o’clock. I must hurry back 
or I shall be missed.” 

Hastily bidding Nick and the other two good-night, 
she left the room. — 

Nick immediately turned to Forest : 


It will be safer.” 


—“ “We must leave you, Mr. Forest, for the present— 


maybe for an hour, maybe for all night. Until I return, 
promise not to leave your room.” ; 

“Do you think Iam in danger? Iam not afraid.” 

“T know that. But you must pretend a fear, if you do 
not have it.” - 

“JT will do anything you ask if you will find my wife 
and bring her back to me, Mr. Carter.” 

“Then I think I can promise to doit. Go back to your 
room now, lock yourself in, and wait as patiently as you 
can till we return.” 

Nick shook hands with Forest, saw him enter his own 
room, and heard him lock the door. Then turning to 


- Obick,*he uttered the single word : 


ob Come.” 
Chick followed to the office and out on the Twenty- 


fifth street side. : 
Nick summoned a cab. 


The driver knew Nick as soon as the latter spoke, hav-| 


ing often before served the great detective. 

Lowering his voice so as just to be heard, Nick said : 

“ Johnson, we want ww get to the Broadway Central so 
as to beat a cable car which is somewhere this side of 
Can you manage it?” 

“J think I can, sir. Jump in, quick, the two of you,” 
holding open the door. ; 

“No! Chick will ride with you. Ill getinside. Keep 
your eyes open, Chick, for shadows. and don’t take any 
care to let all who see you know what you are about.” 
~ «Penton will hardly dare follow us, Nick, even if he 


‘gees us start.” 


- 
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Fifth avenue. 


He certainly has 


~“) think not. But it is just as well to let him know we 
are looking for him.” 

The carriage was soon whirling down Broadway and 
It crossed over on Fourteenth street to 
University Place, and thence through Washington Square 
and Fourth street to the Broadway Central. 

When Nick got out of the carriage, Johnscn saw an 
entirely different ‘‘fare” from the man who had hired the 
cab at the Hoffman House. But Johnson was not sur- 
prised, because he had often seen evidences of Nick's 
carriage changes in disguise. 

Chick was on the ground as Nick stepped out. 

“Get in, Chick,” whispered Nick. “Johnson will drive 


‘you around a few blocks while you put on anew appear- 
“ance, 


Then join me in the hotel lobby. Come up, shake 
hands, and pretend it to bea chance meeting. Under- 
stand?” 

“ Perfectly,” said Chick, as he jumped into the carriage 
and. was driven away. 

Nick immediately entered the hotel and took up a posi- 
tion near the Broadway entrance, where he could watch 
the street. 

“He had not long to wait till Mrs. Clyde alighted from 
a cable car. When she stepped into the elevator, Nick 
was one of the passengers. 

The elevator boy picked a key out of the netting* and 
handed it to ber. 

‘‘Is Mr. Clyde not in the room ?” she asked. 

“No; he went down five minutes ago—to smoke, I 
I saw him go to the cigar stand.” 

Mrs. Clyde drew a deep breath. Nick knew it wasa 
sigh of relief. She left the elevator at the fifth floor. Nick 
remained until it got to the top. To the boy’s inquiring 
look, he said : 

“I’ve forgot something,-and will go back.” 

Once more on “the office floor, he went to the cigar 
stand and asked the clerk on duty: 

‘Was Mr, Clyde here lately?” 

“Gotacigar not five minutes ago,” answered the vol- 
uble clerk. ‘“Isn’t he sitting out there somewhere ?” 

‘‘T don’t know. He’s a stranger to me. I never saw him 
‘in my life that I know of.” — 

The clerk came from behind his show-case, stepped to 
the door leading into the rotunda, glanced around, and 
finally pointing to a man near the staircase, said : 

“That’s Mr. Clyde.” 

Then, to Nick’s relief, he went back to wait on a new 
customer. 
| Having spotted his man, Nick walked carelessly into 
‘the latter’s presence, and, without letting Clyde suspect 

he was under surveillance, the detective began a minute 
study of Emily Loomis’ husband. 
| He saw a medium-sized man of uncertain age, nervous 
temperament, and neat dress. Clyde wore a full set of 
snow-white whiskers, well trimmed, and his head was 
covered with hair equally as white and of moderate 
length. The face was very white, and the eyes a peculiar 
shade of brown. 

Tt was the eyes which attracted Nick’s aftention 
longest. 

_ “How easily a woman is deccived, after all,” he said to 

himself. 

| Just then somebody tapped him on the shoulder, and a 

voice said : ; 
‘Hallo, Irwin, is it you?” 

Turning, he stood face to face with his assistant Chick, 
in his new disguise. 
| “Good gracious, Banks! Where did you come from?” 
| The two shook hands cordially. 
| Both were aware that the white-whiskered man looked 
‘at them closely as he walked past. : 

Nick gave Chick’s hand an extra pressure, which put 
the latter on the qui vive at once. 

“ Where?” whispered Chick. 

‘“White whiskers,” came the low response. 
| ‘Then Irwin and Banks turned away and walked toward 
the barber-shop. 

“Chick.” 

“Well?” 

“Do you know who Clyde is?” 


“DoT know my A BC’s? Why, I followed your suspi- 
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cions, and read them like print when you talked to Mrs. 
Clyde about her husband.” 

“It was only a suspicion, 
now.” 

‘“How changed he is.” 

‘TAT! but one thing.” 

“Ah! What’s that?” 

“ His eyes.” 

“And yet, Chick, his eyes are changed, too.” 

‘‘How could he change them ?” 

‘“‘He didn’t change them. They have changed with his 
mind.” 

“What are you driving at?” 

‘Did you notice his eyes carefully ?” 

“Can’t say Idid. They are very restless, and——” 

“Wild looking,” suggested Nick, completing Chick’s 
sentence when he had hesitated. 

“That’s it. What’s the matter with them ?” 

“Chick! Chick! You area bit stupid to-night.” 

a9 Bh (Be 

“Mr. Clyde is losing his mind.” 

“Thunder, Nick !” 

“It is as plain as day.” 

‘‘That’s bad.” 

“On the contrary, it may be good for our plans. 
member he is Emily Loomis’ lawful husband, 
else he may be, and——” 

“Sav, Nick !” 

“Well 2” 

mao thought that woman was too smart to fall into such 
a trap.” . 

‘‘(hick, there are very few good detectives, and among 
the few are no women.’ 

“Hew detectives like you, Nick.” 

“And you are my pupil. What mayebe A BC to us is 
hieroglyphics to the rest of the w orld. Now, Chick ?” 

“Yes.” 

“tT want you to go home as fast as you can.” 

“What for?” 

“Bring me the material to make up as: Warren Clyde's 
exact double. Then throw in material for several more | 
disguises.” 

“All right.” 

“Fetch Patsy with you, and don’t let grass grow in 
your tracks.” 

‘*Nancy Hanks won’t be in it after I get back.” 

So saying, Chick, alias Banks, left the hotel. 


then. It is an assuranve 


Re- 
whatever !, 


CHAPTER VI. 
IN WHICH ANOTHER MR, CLYDE APPEARS. 


Half an hour later, Chick, in an entirely different dis- 
guise from either of the other two which he had worn 
during the evening, appeared. He was fashionably 
dressed. A huge diamond stud flashed from his immacu- 
late shirt front. An awkward-looking lad, dressed like a 
valet, followed, carrying a huge valise. 

Chick walked up to the desk, jand registered : 
John Grant and servant, England,” and asked for 
bedrooms and a parlor on the first floor. 

The clerk hastened to assign the suite. 

While he was doing so, Nick came up, and, having 
hastily glanced at the register, he accosted the new ar- 
rival : 

“Sir John Grant, I believe?” 

“Yes. Thatis my name. ~And you are——” 

‘Robert Irwin. I’ve been waiting.” 

“On! 
Irwin. Will you come to my rooms, and we can talk it 
all over while Richard brushes me up.” 

Several minutes later Sir John, his valet and Robert 
Irwin, alias Nick Carter, and his two assistants, were be- 
hind closed doors. 

The huge valise, packed with materials for disguises, 
was opened and the work of personal counterfeiting be- 
gan under Nick’s superior direction. 

As they worked, Nick hastily explained his plans. 

“Tt is only one chance in ten,” he said; “but, now that 
Fenton knows his danger, we cannot afford to miss a 
chance in a thousand of finding where he has hidden 

Medea Forest and her child.’ 


“Sir | 
two 


I’m glad you are here, as I telegraphed, Mr. |: 


“You are making up as Clyde’s double,” remarked~ 
Chick, as he applied a white liquid to a sponge and 
handed it to Nick. ‘‘What is your object in that?” 

| “Pll tell you. My theory is that Fenton and Quintard 
are still partners in crime, and that Fenton knows Clyde 
iis none other than his old chum, Quintard, alias Lemar- 
taine.’ oe 


“Queer that Fenton consented to Quintard’s mad 


scheme of marrying Emily Loomis as Clyde,” suggested 
Chick. 

| “Quintard probably acted in that matter without Fen- 
_ton’s consent or approval. 
[ “Tam not sure that I quite follow. you, Nick.” 

| “Tam pretty positive that Fenton knows Mrs. Clyde 
Des one of the parties in 148 this evening,” 
| 

| 


At teast, I hope so.” 


6 Well 2 9”) 
“Tf he does, and also knows she is the wife of Quintard, 
changed to Clyde, what will be his natural conclusion ?” 
Chick mused a moment, and then replied : 
“Why, that Mrs. Clyde had discovered her husband's 
real identity, and was getting ready to betray him to his 
/enemies.” 


‘Exactly. Now, all that being correct, he is also aware 
| that we followed, or rather preceded, Mrs. Clyde to the 
Broadway Central. For all I know, he may have seen you 
and me making our inspection of Clyde half an hour 
Lago. 

“Shouldn’t wonder.” 

“That again being true, he is probably hovering around 
, somewhere in the vicinity of the hotel waiting for an op- 
‘portunity to speak to Quintard and put him on his guard. 2 
“Quite natural.” 

“ Well, I’m going to give him that opportunity.” 
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“That’s why I have turned myself into Warren Clyde's 
‘double,” said Nick, as he looked at his handiwork re- 
| flected in the mirror. : 

“And, by Jove! you’ve succeeded in this much, at 
least. You could deceive his wife with the resemblance,” 
exclaimed Chick, with admiration in his words. 

“ft think Pll do, especially if the light is not too strong. 
| Now then, Chick, you must get into the disguise I took 
' off.” 

“Robert Irwin ?” 

“That’s the fellow.’ 

“What for?” 

‘Tt is just possible the spying ‘Fenton knew that Robert 
Irwin was Nick Carter. 
ert Irwin leave the hotel and go up town a Delore I make — 
my appearance as his counterfeit: Bes & 

‘‘T see! I see!” - cpa 2 

““While you are getting inito ‘Robert ipwi in’s skin I'll fix 
Patsy up, so that he can stroll around and keep an eye on 
the false Warren Clyde.” 

‘“ What’s your object in that?” inquired Patsy. 

“Twofold. To follow Kenton should I meet him, but not 
|go away with him. To remain and keep an eye on the 
‘real Clyde, if I depart in Fenton’s company.” 

“All right. I understand,” said Patsy, who all this 
while was being transformed under Nick’s skilled hands 
‘into a meek-looking, clerical-appearing young fellow, 
wholly unlike the late Sir John’s valet, Richard. «. 

“Now mind, boys, I am ‘not sanguine that our game 
will wall into our trap. But it is: Ww OETA trying. Are you 
ready 2? 2° * See 
“All re ady,’ Panaworcd both: DO 
“Then you.two go ahead en: your separ ate business. [I 
will follow in ten minutes,* pr ‘ovided the real Clyde: is 
not below at the time. He went up-to his Yooms soon after 
you left the hotel, Chick. Patsy must be on the lookout 
_and head me off if he appears in the cor ridors.” 


Thus, each man knowing his place and duties, the two 
| Separ ated. Chick went first. He walked out to Bro oadway, 
took a cable car, and was soon on his way up town. 

Patsy took up his lounging position in the hotel corri, 


, dors. 
Ten minutes later Nick descended to the office hoon 


As he was passing the desk that happened which may be ~- 


classed with the many instances of Nick Carter’s luck. 
One of the clerk’s beckoned to him. With some misgiv-_ 


If he did, he must see this'Rob- 


a 


ings he answered the call, and went over to the desk into 


the full light. 


“Your wife just sent down to see whether you had yet 
I thought I saw 


gone, and I sent her word that you had. 
you go out not five minutes ago. 
~The clerk looked puzzled. 
“You were mistaken. 
up first and see what Mrs. Clyde wants.” 
“Have 
thizingly. 


I’d have sworn it.” 


“No, just a little roughness of the throat, caused by a 
strong cigar,” said Nick, hastily turning away, and going 


to the elevator. 


He went into the car before he remembered that he 
The elevator 


didn’t know the number of Clyde's room. 
boy looked at him with a rather puzzled expression. Nick 
guessed that the boy was racking his brain to know how 
Clyde had managed to change clothes so quick without 
going to his room. 

But where was that room ? 

It was on the fifth floor. Nick had seen Mrs. Clyde get 
off there. How to find the right room was—— Ah! 

He remembered a trick he had used for a similar pur- 
pose in Paris, while trying to discover the private room 
of this same man. 

After he left the elevator, and it-had gone on up, he sat 
down on a sofa in the hall, and waited. 

The opportunity came quicker than he had hoped. 

A chambermaid turned the corner near by almost as 
soon as he was seated. 


Beckoning her to his side, he pretended to be in great. 


pain, and said: 
‘‘Mary, can you assist me to my room. 
ankle, and find it difficult to walk.” 


“Indeed, I will, Mr. Clyde, and sorry I am that ye 
hurted your fut,” responded the good-hearted girl. “Jest 
put your arrum over me shoulder and lean as hard as ye 
plase. Iam a stout girrul, so I am.” 

He thanked her, and in this way was piloted around 
into another hall, where she halted before a door, and 
asked : , 

“Shall I go in wid ye?” 

“It is not necessary,.my good girl. Thank you for your 
kindness, and here’s something to bay a ribbon.” » 

He pressed a dollar into her hands, and, opening the 
door, walked in while she was showering the richest) 
blessings of heaven on his head, and not noticing in her| 
gladness of heart that his ankle seemed strong and well 
as ever. 

There was a dim light only in the room, but he saw a 
woman’s form sitting in an easy-chair near the window. 

“Is it you,.Warren? They told me you had gone. Why 
back so soon 2” 

‘“‘T have changed my mind,” ventured Nick. 

The effect of his words were startling. 

“What's the matter?” she asked, rising to her feet. 
“How strange your voice sounds.” 

“Tt is my natural voice, Mrs. Clyde. 
ing to your husband.” 

As Nick spoke, he turned up the light, and stond fully 
revealed to her sight. 

“Not Warren? Yet so like. Who are you?” 

‘A better friend than your husband ever was, or ever| 
can be.” 

“What mystery is this?” 

She was breathing hard, and becoming very much ex- | 
cited. 

“Mrs. Clyde, you have often proved to me that you are 
a brave woman. Now, I want you to prove it again. 
Therefore do not faint, or make an outcry when I tell you 
Iam Nick Carter, disguised to appear as your husband.” 

“Good heavens! What does it mean ?” 

“Tt means that Iam going to deliver you this time 
from the areh enemy of your existence.” 

*T don’t understand.” 

“From Burton Quintard, as you knew him.” 

‘Oh, my God! Is he on my track again? 


I’ve turned my 


You are not talk- 


Then it is 
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I was about to go out, but I’ll go 


you caught cold?” inquired the clerk, sympa- 


/see the form of Warren Clyde standing motionless just 


enough to sniff danger, he had accepted Nick’s right 


& 


1) 
of the law; which later on induced you to go with him in 
Paris a willing prisoner.” . 

“Mr. Carter, what are you saying ?” 

“I believe you are beginning to understand the truth at 
last.” : 

“I—I—oh, God! Do you mean—” 
“Imean that you became Burton Quintard’s wife at 
‘last in spite of fate.” 

She sank slowly into her chair. 
She waved him off. 

“No! No! Iam not going to faint. 
horrible! I see it now. 
It was destiny.” 

“It was the successful plotting of the greatest rascal on 
earth, who, however, had one redeeming trait—his love 
for you.” : 

“And he swore once he would yet marry me, and hold 
my wifely love.” 

“Well, he fulfilied his oath.” 

“Yes; but how did he do it?” 

“Easy enough. After he escaped from prison, he let 
his beard grow. Then he bleached skin, beard, hair, eye- 
brows, and completely hid his former self in Warren 
Clyde. In that semblance he sought you out again, and 
won you.” 

“But how—how? What vas his power ?” ag 

“Who can explain it. The same unseen magnetism that | 
drew you to him as Burton Quintard.” i 

“That is why he has talked so much lately of his other wea 
'self—of Burton Quintard.” Es 

“No, The reason for that is because he is gradually, but 
‘surely, losing his mind. He has partaken of the heavenly 
gift of a pure woman’s love, and the regret for his own 
impure soul is driving him mad. Until his mind began to 
give way he would never have thought of mentioning 
Burton Quintard’s name.” 
| “Where is he now? He may return and find you here.” 
|~ “I think not. He has gone out with his partner, Fen- 
_ton-——” 
| “Fenton? Does that man know——” 

“He knows that Clyde is Quintard ; yes. 
' partners in crime.” 
“Then Clyde-Quintard knows where Medea is con- 
cealed 2?” 
“Undoubtedly.” 
‘“*Ah-h-h !” 
Before another word could be uttered tie door opened. 
Nick looked hastily around, and was thunderstruck to 


Nick approached her. 


But it is terrible! 
Heavens, how blind I have been. 


They are still 


inside the threshold, gazing at what he saw with speech- 
less surprise. 

Nick had no time to study the situation. It was a time 
when his quick, ready wit stood him well in need. 

“This is Mr. Clyde, I suppose, the man for whom [I 
have so often been mistaken. It has been the desire of 
my life, for a week past, to meet you, Mr. Clyde.” 

As he was saying this Nick advanced with outstretched 
hand. 

The scheme was successful. Quintard was thrown 
completely off his guard. Before he could collect his wits 


hand. 

The rest of Nick’s task was easy. With a rapid move- 
ment his left hand flew out, and before the astounded 
scoundrel could see what was coming he went reeling a 
against the door under the force of Nick’s blow. 

The detective followed up this advantage, and by the 
time Quintard recovered consciousness he was securely 
bound, and had a gag strapped to his mouth. As if it 
were a child, Nick raised the man’s body in his arms, 
and, carrying it across the room, laid it on the bed. 

This done, he turned to Emily and spoke that which 
was intended as much for Quintard’s ears as for her own. 

“Mrs. Clyde, J am forced to leave you here with your 
husband for a brief period of time. It may be half an 
hour, and it may be much longer. While Iam gone I ap- 
point you custodian of my prisoner. You set him at lib- 


true my husband did see him 2” 

“ He has been nearer to you than you suspected. He _ 
has exercised over you the same fatal power which once | 
induced you to set him free after I had him in the meshes 


erty once before, but I have no fears of your repeating 
that act of generosity.” 


He turned as if to go, when she laid her hand on his 
arm, and anxiously inquired : 


“Tell me! What will you do with him ?” 
~Nick stood wrapped in thought for a few moments. 
Then he replied : 

~ We will decide upon that point after I return. 
depends on the success or failure of my mission.” 

‘What is it?” 
“1 am going to try tu find Malville Fenton, and thr ough 
him Medea Forest and her child.” 

Nick noticed that Quintard tried to shove the gag from 
his mouth. 

Failing in this, he mvaned and made a noise as if try- 
ing to speak. 

Later in the night the detective remembered the inci- 
dent, and then he aknowledged his temporary stupidity 
which kept him from removing the gag and hearing what 
the prisoner wanted to say. 

When Quintard came in his overcoat hung over his 
arm. In the scene which followed it fell to the floor. 

Nick picked up the coat, and, having taken off his own, 
he got into it. Then he tried on Quintard’s hat, and, find- 
ing it was of his size, he retained it. 


Much 


“Now I shall not be mistaken for any one else, I sup- | 
. pose. 


Iam Warren Clyde all but the voice. 
risk that.” 

He bowed to Mrs. Clyde, then to the prostrate man on 
the bed, said “Aw revoir,” and left the room without 
further explanation or instructions. 


T’ll have to 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE KNIFE IS OVER NICK. 


As Nick descended in the elevator he was thinking. 

‘‘Wonder what Patsy has been doing all this time. He 
certainly saw me go up Stairs, and afterward must have 
been surprised to see the other man return and ascend 
also. But why the devil didn’t he notify me ? ” 

Presently he muttered : 

“Ah! I forgot. He didn’t know where I went. Well, 
I’d better send him up there to help Mrs. Clyde keep 
watch over our prisoner. I’ m afraid to trust her with 
that man entirely and alone.” 


But to his surprise when he got to the lower floor Patsy 


was nowhere to be seen. 

While he was looking around, expecting’ to see Patsy 
emerge from some recess or door-way, a heavy set, out 
bearded man stepped alongside and muttered: ~ ¢ 

“You’re devilish deliberative about it, I must ‘say. 
thought you were never coming.’ 

“Well, I'm here now,” mutter ed Nick, ina low voice. 

+ Then come on. The carriage’ is waiting, and I’ think 
the coastis clear. But to make sure, follow mie at a little. 
distance. It is just around the corner.’ 


“That’s Fenton, or | 
I’m a sinner. Where has he and Quintard planned to go, 
I wonder? Well, I'll soon find out, for I’m going in Quin- 
tard’s place. Where in thunder is Patsy ?” 

When Nick stepped out on Broadway, the man whom 
he knew must be Fenton was just disappearing around 
the corner into Great Jones street. The detective followed 
deliberatively, thinking hard as he went. 

“My luck is something grand. There I was getting 
ready to walk-out in the disguise of Clyde to attract. Fen- 
ton to my presence, when the real Clyde seems: to have 
got ahead of me. Itis evident that the two met before, 
and that they made arrangements for this trip, whatever 
it be, which I am going into vtlind. Clyde returned to his 
- room for something which they both deemed necessary 
for the secret enterprise. Wish I knew whatit was. Ah! 

there’s the carriage !” 
~<A closed cab stood about one hundred feet from Broad- 
; way. The driver was on the box, busily arranging his 
wraps and blankets. Nick could see nothing of Fenton, 

but the carriage door on the pavement side stood open, 
and he rightly concluded that the latter was already in- 
side. 

Without any hesitation, Nick hastened forward, and, 
stepping into the carriage, closed the door after him with 
a bang. oe 

The horses started off at a rattling ae before he had 


pee 


| that woman, I hope? 
oA 


f 


| 
So saying, the man walked on and disappeared into the 
street. 

“T’m in great luck,” thought Nick: 


= 
: 
| 


i simple. 


time to sit down, showing that the val had his instruc” : 
tions ere Nick came up. aie 

The sudden lunge of the carr iage threw Nick off is 
balance, and he lunged backward and sideways against 
the other occupant. 

The latter uttered an oath under his breath, and 
pushed Nick roughly away. 

The carriage was bowling along at a rapid rate by this 
time toward Third avenue. Nota word passed between 
the two men for ten minutes after the start was made. 
Nick was waiting for Fenton to open the conver sation, 
and thereby possibly give him a guidance for his wor ds 
in reply. 

Fenton, however, seemed to be in a sulky mood, aad 
Nick fear ed: that the understanding between the two con-. 
federates had been perfect before Clyde went back to the — 
room at the Broadway Central. 

Just as he was about to risk a random remark, in order — 
to draw Fenton out of his fit of sulks, or musing, the lat- 
ter spoke: 

“Did you get it all right?” 

“Yes,” said Nick, his quick wit telling him that the 
question related to something for which Clyde had re- 
turned to his100m. “Yes, I’ve got it. What did I go 
back for, I'd like to know, if I didn’t get 14; 

‘“Well, she must be a love-sick ninny! It is no more 
than right, however, that her money should serve to help. 
us out of the box you got us into by marrying her.” 

‘*Money,’ ‘said Nick to himself. ‘‘ hat is what he went 
back after.’ 

“It’s oe she had the stuff about her, for we’ll need © 
every cent of it.” 

“But what are your plans in detail ?” 

Nick conjectured that Fenton and Quintard had not 
been together long enough to go into a discussion of their 
suddenly conceived plans minutely. Hence, he ventured 
the question. 

“Well, there are no details about it. The case is very 
We've got to abandon our other scheme, and fly 
the coop temporarily.” 

“You know where you’re going, I suppose ?” 

“What the devil-ails you, anyhow. You have not been 
yourself for a week or more, and now, besides asking 
foolish questions. like that, your voice is getting rickety. 


iSay! You’re not going crazy over you infatuation for 


9) 
“Tf I was would I consent to leave her behind 2” 
-“ Well, life is sweet. Much sweeter than love for 


/woman, in spite of what any one says, and I guess you’ve 


chosen wisely, and did n’t take long to make up ONS) 
mind which to choose.” 

“Wego at once?” 

“To-night. The. wessel i is ait anchor in Gravesend Bay. 
| With good: luck \ we-can be on board before daylight, and. 
at sea by sun up. Then for South America and a few 
vears of seclusion before we make a bargain for the sur- 
render of the child, or—for proofs of its death.” 

“And the mother ? ¢ : 

“Oh, the mother will, in all likelihood, never get to the 
end of this voyage. The sea never gives up its dead.” 

“She will not go willingly.” : 

“No one said she would,” growled Fenton. ‘‘You are 
actually losing your mind. Have you forgot that there 
are such things as chloroform and gags?” 

“Seems to me. we are a long time getting there,” ven-- 
tured Nick. 

“Oh, the driver Fons his business! I instructed him 
to be careful that we were not followed, and to not drive 
directly to the place named, He is earning his big fee 
faithfully. But here we are, I guess.” 

The carriage drew up suddenly to the pavement in 
front of a row of low, rickety buildings in one of the east 
side streets near the river. Fenton sprang out, and Nick 
followed. : 

“That’s all. Now go!” said Fenton to the driver, as he 
handed the latter a bank-note. 

Cabby tipped his hat, gave his horses a cut with the~ 
whip, and disappeared with his team around the neigh- 
boring corner. 

Not till the carriage was thus out of sight did Fenton 
move. 


—- -gide. 
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- Then muttering ‘‘Come!” he moved off inthe opposite 
direction, with Nick at his side. 

Neither spoke as they walked rapidly for a block and a 
half. Fenton finally turned into a small, narrow, dark 
street, running parallel with the East River, and pres- 
ently stopped before a tunnel-like entrance which led 
_back between two high tenement buildings. 

Nick recognized it as an entrance to the court-yard of 
one of those human bee-hives so common on the east 


A door about five feet ten inches high closed the en- 
trance to the passage at the end opening into the court. 
It.swung outward toward the street, and Fenton, pulling 
it toward him, held it for Nick to pass through. 

Just as Nick was about to bow his head, in order to} 
pass the portals of the gate, Fenton, probably in a fit of 
impatience at his supposed confederate’s coolness and 
unconcerned manner, gave the latter a snove. 

The result was disastrous to Nick’s plans. 


| 


As it was, Fenton threw the handle of the knife on the 
‘ground, uttered a fierce oath of disappointment, and, 
“turning, fled to the street. 

The stranger made an attempt to follow, but brought 
up short with a limp. 

“Darn that banana-peel!” he growled. 
my ankle, and it’s well for you, you villain, that I have, 
shaking his fist after the disappearing form of the fleeing 
Fenton. 

Nick had so far recovered by this time that he sat up, 
and rubbed his eyes at if he had just been awakened from 
a sound sleep. 

He heard his rescuer’s words as recorded above, and 
the voice caused him to look sharply at the fellow. 

Surely it was the driver of the cab who had brought 
them to the place from the Broadway Central Hotel. 
And yet—— 

“Patsy !” ; 

‘“At your service, Nick,” said that worthy, with a bow 


“I’ve sprained 
i ” 


| 


The top of his head struck the arch-way of the gate, 
and in an instant his wig was badly disarranged. 
The accident occurred right under Fenton’s eyes,.and 


in acknowledgment. 
“How did you get the job of driving that cab 
“Overheard Fenton and white whiskers planning the 
trip to this place. Then I hunted up the cabman. Found 


9” 


what followed proved that rascal’s quickness of percep- 
tion and readiness to act in times of danger. 

The displacing of the wig probably flashed the truth to 
mind thatit was a false Clyde which stood before 
him. 

That meant great danger to himself, his plans, his lib- 
erty, and maybe his life. 

To think and to act was but the matter of a moment 
with him. 

Before Nick could face the foe, to whom he realized in- 
stantly that he was discovered, Fenton’s fist struck him a 
terrific blow on the back of the neck, which sent him 
headlong to the ground. 

He fell face downward. 

Though not rendered wholly unconscious by the blow, 
he was stunned. 

Before he could regain sufficient control of his half-par- 
alyzed muscles to turn himself or make an attempt to 


e 


I knew him, and the rest was easy.” 

“But how did you know it was I?” 

‘“‘T didn’t. When I left my carriage around the corner, 
and hurried back to follow up my couple of fares, it was 
with the intention of tracking them to their destination, 
not to help you personally.” 

“Well, you failed in the first effort, but the last was a 
decided. success. We must not stand here talking, 
though.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Get back to the Broadway. Central as soon as possible. _ 


You said you left your carriage around the corner?” 
{ 


“Yes. Ue 

“'Phen come.” 

‘But Mrs. Forest is hidden away here somewhere.” 
“Quite evident.” 

“Why not look for her?” 

“Why not look for a needle in a hay-stack? No. I 


rise, his foe was on top of him, pinning him to the earth| 
with both knees. : 
“Curse you, Nick Carter! You almost trapped me, but: 
this time my luck, and not yours, is in the ascendant. By 
good fortune, through no plan of mine, I’ve got you right 
where I desire, and your hour has come.” : 

As he rapidly hissed out these words, Nick, in his help- 
less, half-dazed condition, had just enough consciousness | 
left to realize that Fenton had searched for and produced 
some weapon, probably a knife, which he held elevated | 
over his victim’s body. 

~- Tt was like a terrible nightmare,~ those few awful’ 
moments while Nick lay there helpless, waiting for Fen- 
ton’s knife to descend and plunge into his back. 

Only for an instant did“ the deadly weapon remain in. 
the air. 

’ Then it descended like a flash of lightning. 


CHAPTER VII. 
ON THE TOP FLOOR OF THE TENEMENT. 
But the knife plunged into the brick pavement at Nick’s 


ithe street. 


have a scheme which will work quicker. TVll go after Mr. 
Clyde, bring him here, and force or persuade him to lead 


‘us to Mrs. Forest’s hiding-place.” 


“Meanwhile Fenton may return.” 

‘““You must remain on the watch while I am gone.” 

“But I’m lame. My ankle is sprained.” 

“Badly ?” 

“No. Ican walk, but I couldn’t run fast enough to 
catch a turtle.” 

“Well, do the best you can. But come, get into a good 
position outside, while I take the carriage and go after 


| Mr. Clyde.” 


They went out to the street. Nick left Patsy on watch 
concealed in the bottom of a cart on the opposite side of . 
He then hastened around the corner where 
Patsy had left his carriage. 

It was gone. 

“Fool Iwas to expect to find it! Of course, Fenton 
drove away with the team. Here’s a pretty go! Well, the 
best I can do is to get a cross-town car and the elevated 
train. There is no time tolose. So here goes.” 

He started off rapidly, but had not gone two squares 


side, instead of into Nick’s back. 

A third person had appeared on the scene just in time. 

His arrival saved Nick’s.life. — 

It required but an instant forthe new-comer to take in 
the situation. Then he sprang like a wild beast upon the | 
man with the knife. ee Be | 

Fenton pitched. forwar 
foot. - | 

Both men 


d, and his aim miscarried by a 


1 rolled over, and cleared Nick’s bo 
impetus of the collision. urge Poa. 

The new arrival’s foot slipped on a banana-peel as he 
made the spring, and as a result he turned a somersaul 
in a not very graceful manner. : 


As he arose, Fenton. was just 
Fortunately for Nick the knife had broken when it struck 
the bricks, and nothing but the handle remained in Fen- 
_ton’s grasp. Fas 

Otherwise h 
nd attempt before 


dy in the 


have ended Nick’s life w 


e stranger could interfere 


ith a sec 


recovering his feet also. ~ 


when he met an empty carriage. In a minute more he 
was inside being driven rapidly back to the Broadway 
Central. 

Arriving there, he went straigh 
_ To his knock came no answer. 
opened to his touch. 

Hurrying forward, his eyes took in the situation ata 
glance. <S e  e 

The room was vacant. © =. 

On the bed, instead of the helpless form of Quintard, 
Jay the cords with which his arms and feet had been 
bound. 

"They had been severed hastily with a sharp instrument. 
“Nick sank into a chair, completely knocked out by his 
discovery. : 
- “This beats 
lreamed she wou hi 
uch less go away with him. What 


t to the Clydes’ rooms. 
He tried the door. It 


“me all hollow,” he muttered. “I never 
ld set him at liberty this time, and 
the extent of her 
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blind infatuation ? 
wonder ?” 

His attention was attracted by some letters and figures 
written in soap on the mirror. In the sudden realization 
that the room was empty, he had not at first seen the 
message on the mirror. It consisted of an address, and 
two commanding words: 


What would she do in its name, I 


‘Top floor, rear rooms on the right entrance ‘D’ from court rear of 
tenements Nos. —, —-, —, —th street near East River. Follow me.” 


Nick was on his feet before he finished reading the 
message. 

_“T gee it all. She has mace a bargain. He gave her 
Medea’s address in exchange for his freedom. Knowing 
I have gone with Fenton, she fears for my safety, and 
hastens to follow, leaving the message as a precaution 
should 1 return unsuccessful in my mission. Now for the 
east side again.” 


A few minutes later saw Nick flying across town ouce, 


more toward®the East River. He knew that the address 
which Mrs. Clyde left on the mirror was in the building 
bordering on the court-yard where he had so nearly lost 
his life. 

He left the carriage two blocks from his destinati:n, 
und approached the place cautiously. 

Before entering the street on which Patsy was keeping | 
watch, Nick took a survey of it from the nearest corner. 
He was just in time to see Patsy’s head rise cautiously 
above the bed of the cart about two inches. Gradually it, 
went up a little higher. Finally the boy raised his head 
boldly, and then sprang from the vehicle to the street. | 

His next move was to dart across to the shadows of the | 
big tenément, and disappear in the entrance to the court- 
yard. eneete 

“Somebody has just gone in, and Patsy is shadowing,” 
was Nick’s conclusion. Sstit 

Then he followed his assistant, after having assured | 
himself that he was not observed. 

Just inside the court he overtook Patsy. 

“'What’s up, lad ?” 

* A woman, all muffled up, came in> 
to have eluded me, after all.” 5 

“Well, she can’t elude me. 
where she went.” Bio 

Without question, Patsy obeyed. Nick led the way 
around the court till he found an entrance marked“ D.” | 
Taking out his dark lantern, and, removing the slide, he 
began to ascend the stairs, Patsy keeping close to his 
heels. ; 

On the th 


here, but she seems | 


Come: “on, I'll show. you 


cen 
ird landing they came upon the form.ofa 


woman, who was crouched in a door-way as if trying to 5 


conceal herself. 


i Nick was sure that he was trailing Fenton to the hid- 
ing-place of Medea Forest. 

The man gave two light raps on the door. These were 
repeated after a short interval, and then followed one a_ 
little louder than those which h:d preceded. 

Almost instantly the door opened. 

In the light which streamed out, Nick saw he had not 
made a mistake. The man was Fenton. The person who 
opened the door was a huge negress. 

As the door opened wide, Nick.acted. 

That trip-hammer fist of bis flew out and struck Fenton 
under the left ear. 

From the limp way in which Fenton went down under 
/the blow, Nick knew he had no immediate cause for fear 
‘from that direction. Therefore, springing over Fenton’s 
form, he grasped the negress by the throat and hurled 
her backward before she could carry out her attempt to- 
‘close the door on him. 
Patsy heard the noise and was at Nick’s sidein time 
‘to aid the latter in securing the two prisoners. 

A moan attracted Nick’s attention as he knotted 
final thong about Fenton’s legs. 

It came from an inner room. 

“Bring Mrs. Clyde up, while I see who is in there,” he 
said to Patsy. 

The boy started down stairs, and Nick turned his atten- 
tion to the inner room. 

As he expected, he found Medea. . 

She was lying ina large, comfortable bed, and a flash 


| 


the 


iglance around in the dimly-lighted room was enough to 


tell Nick that her surroundings were comfortable and 
pleasant. so far as the confines of the four walls went, 
but wholly out of harmony with the building and neigh- 
borhood. 
-.As Nick turned up the light in the lamp, Mrs. Forest 
raised herself to.a-sitting posture, and stared at the in- 
truder. Eee deere 

She was: startlingly pale. Her eyes were sunken into 
her head; and’ there: were dark circles under them. 
Though but. the wretk-of what she was when he saw her 
last, the traces of her-great beauty had not been wholly 
effaced, and Nick recognized her at once. 

A sleeping infant lay in a crib by the side of the bed. 

‘(What does all that noise mean? Who are you?” she 


| gasped, in a weak tone, full of terror. 


“Tt means that your deliverance is at-hand, my good 
woman, and that your arch enemy is once more in the 
hands of the law,” spoke Nick. 

She fell back on the bed in a half faint, too weak to an- 
swer. 

At the same moment the voice of Patsy, from the other 


‘lroom ealled, ‘‘Nick! Nick!” and a.woman’s scream rang 


Nick turned the light of his lantern on her, and, with- 
out hesitation, whispered : | 

“Gome on, Mrs. Clyde. This lantern will help us find} 
our way up through the dark labyrinth.” 

The crouching woman drew a long breath. of relief, 
stepped out of the door-way, took hold of Nick’s arm, and 
the procession moved on and up. 

When they reached the next landing, and were just 
about to start up the fifth pair of steep stairs Nick sud- 
denely halted with a “s-t-t-t.” 

The meaning of his action was plainly evident. 

Some one was hurrying up from below. ° 

Nick crouched at the foot of the stairs and on one side, 
as he whispered to Patsy : 

“Put out the light, quick !” 

Then he pushed Mrs. Clyde be 
again : 

‘You remain there till called away.” 

' The footsteps came nearer, every once in a while, indi- 
cating that the party was not overfamiliar with the way. 
It wasa.man. He was fecling his way, yet showing that 
he was in a desperate hurry. 

The man passed Nick without the least suspicion that 
anybody was lurking near. 

Meanwhile Nick had quietly removed his shoes, a 
the intruder passed on up the stairs, Nick was a 
heels and unobserved. 

The fellow halted before a door in t 
per hall, and°on the right hand side, as nearly 
“shadow” could judge, in the darkness. 


hind him, and whispered 


nd as 


as his 


| 


t his 


| 
he rear of the up- 


lout awith startling-effect upon the great detective’s ear. 


With three huge strides, he was in the outside room. 


ae 


“ CHAPTER LX. 
NO DOUBT ABOUT IT THIS TIME. 


eG 


Patsy was astride a struggling form about the center of 
the room. ; 

Mrs. Clyde stood near the door trembling with terror. 

The bound form of the negress leaned against the wall 
where Nick had placed it, but Fenton was gone. 

Without stopping to ask a question, or to investigate 
further, Nick went to Patsy’s aid, and the latter’s oppo- 
nent was quickly bound and rendered helpless. 

‘“Quintard—Clyde !”. ejaculated Nick, the moment the 
prisoner was secured. Then turning to the panting 
Patsy, he exclaimed : 

“Explain !” 

“There isn’t much to explain. This fellow probably fol- 
lowed me closely when I brought Mrs. Clyde up. He was 
prepared for noiseless work, you see.” 

Patsy pointed to the prostrate prisoner. 

Nick looked and saw that Clyde was in his stocking 
feet. 

‘We had passed Fenton, as he lay there near the door. 
J was going to bring Mrs. Clyde to you in yonder. Just 
asI got within a few feet of the door to that room, a 
slight noise from behind caused me to look around. That — 
See Sece s 
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es — a 


last thong which bound his confederate. Emily away. 
~AsI turned, he raised up and sprang at Mrs. Clyde Then the sent Patsy out to order a carriage. 

with the murderous knife in his hand. Here it is.” ' “Mrs. Clyde, will you go in yonder and assist Mrs. 
Patsy walked over to one side of the room and picked Forest to dress? We must take her away.” 

up a formidable-looking dirk. | Emily gladly followed his request. 

“In a moment I had my hands full,” said Patsy, ‘‘and She had scarcely left. the room, when Chick, who was 
as I saw Fenton uesert the man who had liberated him, I watching Quintard, said : 
called you.” | “He’s dead.” 

“Too late, I fear,” said Nick, “but I’m going after him,’ ‘This time there is no mistake about it,” observed Nick. 
just the same. Stay here till I return.” “Those two eminent rascals will no longer menace the 

_ With the last word: spoken, he was out of the room and happiness or shadow the lives of Medea and Emily.” 
descending the dark stairs as fastas his safety would Half an hour later Nick and Chick carried Medea down 
permit. i. stairs and out onto the street to a closed carriage. Emily 

Just as he emerged into the court, he ran plump into followed with the heir to all the vast Forest estate—the 
thé arms of a man who was hastily entering. little boy whose life was the rich stake for which Quintard 

In an instant the two were locked in a vicious embrace. and Fenton had made their last play and lost. 

Only for an instant, however. Then Nick exclaimed: Acting on Nick’s instructions, Chick went to the near- 

“Chick |” est police station and informed the sergeant on duty of 
_ “Hello, Nick! I thought it was White Whiskers, sure.” , what had happened on the top floor and in the court-yard 

“You're following him?” ‘of the almost deserted east side barracks. 

“Guessed it the first time. Where is he?” Officers were at once detailed to bring the two bodies 

~ Up there.” : 'and the negress to the station-house. 

* Got him?” | So far as was possible, Nick had the details of the cace 

“Safe, this time, I reckon. Patsy is standing guard. kept from the public so as to save Emily and Medea from 
But Fenton is gone.” : notoriety. 

- “Who? Fenton? Gone! You can bet your lifeheis The negress and her assistant, on whom she informed, 

gone. Gone whence no traveler returns.” ‘and who was afterward captured, were sent to the peni- 

*“Ahiek!—- What do you mean 2?” ~~~ tentiary for ten years. 3 : 

“T told you at the Hoffman House this evening that the Nick took Medea, Emily and the baby directly to his 
third time charms; that I would yet have the pleasure of house. , 
hugging Malville Fenton to my heart, and that there On the way he heard Medea’s story. When she left her 
would be no failure next time.” ‘husband that day to find a convent in which to immure 
EY 08. ‘herself, she fell in with a priest who volunteered to take 

“Well, I was a true prophet.” her to a place of refuge. 

"iGO. OB: » : | The pretended priest was Fenton, and she again found 

“To go back to the beginning. After I went up town herself in his clutches. 
at-your suggestion, I changed my clothes and started Nick’s suspicion that Fenton had kept her drugged and 
back to the Broadway Central, to be on hand if needed. — weakened after her child was born was confirmed by the 

“Just as I got to Broadway and Fourth street I met physician who restored her to health and vigor. 

Clyde—or Quintard.” | After she had related her experience, Nick in turn 
Any gently disclosed to her how cruelly she had been deceived 
“He was rushing along like mad——” ‘concerning her supposed blood’ relationship to her hus- 
af Vihich he is.” ‘band. : 7 

 “Muttering something, and wholly regardless of peo- Therefore, when, soon after her arrival at Nick’s house, 
ple he met.” | Patsy arrived with Clarence Forest, the meeting which 

“You followed ?” ~ Seas took place between the wronged couple was of such a joy- 

“Ves, and a dused lead he gave me. He came every oys nature that no pen could describe it. 
inch of the way on foot.” | While Mr. and Mrs. Forest yet remained locked in each 

‘“Had he been sane he’d have takenacab.” _ other’s embrace, a clock in the next room struck twelve— 

“Well, he was sane enough to give me the slip iu this midnight. 
court-yard. | I lost hira-here. | Turning to his assistant as the last stroke of the gong- 

“Indeed ? é ; _, sounded, Nick remarked : 

‘You don’t need to sneer, Nick. Ilost him, but I, at — «trom gix o’clock till twelve! Chick, that was about 
the same time, found t’other one.” i the best work we ever did in six hours.” 

“Wenton ?” 

“Yes; he ran right into me, and we had another [THE END. | 
wrestling match.” . 

“Humph! Where is he?” oh aes 

“Over yonder. This time it was his héad which struck 
something.” ee 

What 2” 

“The wall.” 

“Hurt him ?” 5 

“Tm afraid it did. His neck is broken.” 

“Sure 2 . 

“Well, I haven’t studied surgery under you for noth- 
ing. If Malville Fenton draws another breath, water will 
run over Niagara Falls in the opposite direction from 
what it does now.” : 

“Good. Let’s return to Patsy and Mrs. Clyde.” 

‘When they got back to Medea’s prison quarters Patsy 

met them at the door. 

“That fellow .will not give us much more trouble, I 
guess,” said he to Nick, pointing to Quintard, over whom The Nick CarTmr Lrprary has the largest circulation 

pomaiy was bending. of any Library ever published. 

“What's the matter?” : i 

“}e’s dying. Bleeding at the mouth, nose and ears.” 

Nick hastened to Quintard’s side. Emily was weeping 


silently. 5 2 


“Top Herr oF Dr. QuaRTzZ; or, NICK CARTER’S GAME OF 
Piots.” by the author of “Nick Carter,” will be published 
One look convinced Nick that Patsy’s words were true. in the next number (126) of the Nrox CARTER LIBRARY. 
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85—THE TURKISH BATH MYSTERY ; or, Nick Canver Arran 
A Suick Parr. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 


. 86—THE BANK DRAFT RAISE R ; or, Nick Car™mr’s CaPTuRE OF 


A Suippery Criminan. By the author of “Nick ¢ 

87—_THE WATCHMAKER’S HAMMER ; OR, 

Quick Dxcrston, By the author of ‘ Nic ‘k Carter.’ 
; or, Nick 
By the auitlor of “Nick Carter,” 
or, Nick Carrer AMONG THR Ex- 
Press THinves. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
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author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
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“Nick Carter.” 
THUGS: on, Reve 
By the author of “Nick Carrer.” 
SKIPPED FROM CUSTODY ; or, Nick Canrrer’s Dovusie 

Case. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
THE LETTER Z; Or, Nick Carrer AmMone 
SHares. By the author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
THE ELECTRIC DRILL; Or, Nick Carter Amone 
Hicu Pownr Bureuars. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 
7—NICK CARTER AT MT. VERNON ; orn, Tue Orp Raxpsit’s 

Paw. By the author of *-Nick Carter,’ 

IDENTITY OF DALY ; or, Nick © ARTER'S DiIscoVERTES 
IN Fiuormpa. By the » author of **Nick Carter. 

THE BOOK-MAKER’S CRIMI; on, Nick Carter’e 

DENTAL Crew. By the author of “Nick Carter.” 

NICK CARTER’S GREATEST PUZZLE ;: on, tHe SrrancE 
Farr or Lawyer Derms. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
THE KNAVE OF DIAMONDS ; Or, Nick Carrmr’s Worst 

PuzziE. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 

THE FOOT-PADS OF THE FAIR; On, Nick Carrer’s 
QurEREST Case. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 

—THE LIVTLE KNOCKER-OUT ; Or, Nick Carrer AMONG 
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Greatesr SHow oN Earra. By the Author of ace Carter.” 

105—THE ELEVATED RAILROAD MYSTERY; or, Nick Car- 

TER'S GREAT PotsonInG Casn. By the Author of “Nick 
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By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
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By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
MASCOT ;- or, Nick 
By the Author of *‘Nick Carter.” 
I KESSLER SWITCH ; or, Nick 
By the author of “Nick Carter. 
or, A Dummy-TratIn Honp-Up 
By the author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
TRAIN ROBBERS’ WIND-UP; Or, Nick Carrer’s 
SHort Work at Livinaston. By the Author of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
THE PARK ; or, A Great Day's Worx 
BY Nick ee 3y the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
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or, Nick CARTER ON TH 
Rigur Sipps. By the Anthor of ‘‘Nick Carter.” 
MILLIONAIRE FRAUD ; or, Caveut sy 
Current. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter.” 
DEAD MAN’S HAND; or, Nick Carrmr’s MatcHiEss 
Metnop. By the Author of “Nick Carter.” 

THE FATE OF BURGLAR JOE; Or, 
MASKING A VILLAINOUS CROOK. 3y the 
Carter.” 

CARTER’S BEST SIX HOURS’ WORK ; Or, Tus 
Occupant oF Room 148. By the Author of ‘Nick Carter. Zs 
THE HEIR OF DR. QUARTZ: Or, Nick Cartzr’s Game 
or Priors By the Author of ‘ Nick Carter.” 
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